THE HOLLOW MEN

Is it like this

In death's other kingdom

Waking alone

At the hour when we are

Trembling with tenderness

Lips that would kiss

Form prayers to broken stone.

IV

The eyes are not here

There are no eyes here

In this valley of dying stars                       10

In this hollow valley

This broken jaw of our lost kingdoms.

In this last of meeting places

We grope together

And avoid speech

Gathered on this beach of the tumid river.

Sightless, unless

The eyes reappear

As the perpetual star

Multifoliate rose                                        20

Of death's twilight kingdom

The hope only

Of empty men.

v

Here we go round the prickly pear
Prickly pear prickly pear
Here we go round the prickly pear
At jive o'clock in the morning.

Between the idea

And the reality

Between the motion                                  30
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